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his own puzzled writing of lives
after dying thousands of times,
he will advance every moment
step by step
and forget the starting point
by the time he reaches the end.
The forgotten pain will show
a heaven in his palm,
the forgetful mind opens
the new fort of fancy,
the knife-edges of memories
are stained with blood,
this black shield of forgetfulness
knows no sin.
When one sits
on the tallest branch of the sky,
one cannot recollect
what lies under the soil
at the tip of roots.
The forgetfulness of memories,
the bliss of cries,
the conflict of shadows
filling the mirror of consciousness,
the battle of anarchist soldiers
in the indistinct forests,
the hidden deceiver
behind every moving bush:
there is no end
to the moving wheel of life,
the polluted smoky vomiting
of the fires of time
never stops
between two worlds
drowned in the darkness
from both sides,
an oscillating, slender leading path